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Bubbles

Is it happening? Have I finally arrived at the source of thought?

I keep repeating the mantra with each breath in and each breath out.

I must not think—I must not think—I must not think, in between.

Unable to quiet my mind, the bubbles do not give up 

their hiding place deep in the long buried sediment of my mind.

How can I free them to float up to the stream of my consciousness? 

They must, or I will never know myself, or what I am.

Again—again, twice a day, I practice Transcendental Meditation.

My teacher reaches through the universal energy field—

slaps the hand reaching for my treasured cup of full-bore coffee.

I sit up straight and say the word I have never repeated to another.

In between, I cannot stop thinking of the expense to me.

It was a lovely initiation, alone with my teacher, a candle lit,

with solemn words exacting my pledge to forever hold the mantra

to myself alone. Otherwise it will lose its spiritual power.

Later, I find there are only twelve such words in use.

Again, in between the word breathed in, then out, I divide

the thousands who practice TM by the number twelve. 

Oh, how I want to find that inner reservoir of creation.

It will work this morning. I pledge an empty mind.

Fruitless! The entire scheme is a “Ponzi.” It will cost me much 

to make progress. The Maharishi can fly. And if I spend more 

and more, perhaps my bottom will leave the floor by an inch or two.

Well, that thought shoots my morning and night sessions.

I persevere. I say my word every time my blood pressure

is measured, whenever I am about to lose my temper.

My twenty minutes every morning and night are sacred.

Sitting with a quiet mind for once, a bubble works loose.
Lazily it floats up. Pow! It causes a tsunami on my shore.

Yes, I have found myself. I know myself. I no longer say my word. 

I spend my days shoveling more sediment into the murk 

to cement for all time the burial ground of my bubbles. 

